the huge, fire-eyed dragons would have crawled from
their caves, and my brave friends would be sitting in neat
rows on the backs of the motorized-monsters, shouting
to me where the fire was. Then they would rush off with
dreadful ringing and the howl of sirens. I would not go
back to bed, but would keep on reading at my desk, wait-
ing for them to return. There was something atavistic
about it: my father had been a doctor, and whenever he
had an urgent call by night, we used to sit up and wait
for him to get back.

"In short, these are the essential points: i. My apart-
ment was about a hundred feet from an up-to-date fire
department; 2.1 was on terms of personal friendship with
the firemen; 3. My apartment was on the second floor^
4. My windows were large, and directly opposite the
windows of the fire-station. That is, if (God forbid) a
fire had broken out in my apartment, we should have had
the rare situation wherein the firemen would not even
have had to leave their building, but could simply have
put out the fire by playing the hose from their own
quarters into mine. And this with even more zeal than
usual, since a good friend was involved. Never since the
invention of fire departments had there been an apartment
better situated with respect to the fire-station. Exaggerat-
ing very slightly, I might even say I was living in the fire-
station itself. Yet even so I was more afraid than anyone
that my apartment would be gutted some day. Why?
Because what I have just told was too beautiful. When I
thought of the relationship between my apartment and
fire, the thing that ran through my mind was not what

249 the three big doors would be open,
